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"But his cheerfulness was inexhaustible," she went on
in a quick whisper, sobbing without tears. "He would
always laugh and joke, hiding his own suffering to en-
courage the weak ones. He was always good and kind
and thoughtful. Out there in Siberia idleness often cor-
rupts people, leading them to give way to their lower
instincts. How well he knew how to combat this! You
have no idea what a wonderful comrade he was! His per-
sonal life was desperately unhappy, but nobody ever
heard a word of complaint from his lips! Never! I was a
close friend of his. I owe much to his kindness. He gave
me all that he could of his rich intellect, yet, tired and
lonely as he was, he never asked for the slightest sign of
affection or personal attention in exchange	"
She went over to Yegor and bent down to kiss his
hand.
"Comrade. My dear, good comrade—thank you—thank
you from the bottom of my heart," she said in quiet grief.
"Good-bye. I will go on working as you always worked
—tirelessly, with unwavering faith, all my life. Good-
bye."
Her body was shaken by sobs, and she laid her head
on the bed at Yegor's feet. The mother wept silently and
profusely. For some reason she tried not to cry; she want-
ed to comfort Ludmilla with strong comfort, she wanted
to speak fine words of love and sorrow. Through her tears
she looked at his sunken face, at his eyes, which were
half-open, as if he were only dozing, at his blue lips
touched by a smile. Everything was hushed and painfully
bright	
Ivan Danilovich came in with his short, quick steps.
Suddenly he stopped in the middle of the room and
thrust his hands into his pockets.
"When did it happen?" he asked in a loud, nervous
voice.
Nobody answered. He wiped his brow and walked
with a slight stagger over to Yegor, pressed his hand, and
stepped aside.

